T was not Jjealousy, nothing

I even akin to Jenlousy, that

prompted Florence Drager to
seek the Other Woman out. She had
not even been jenlous when the letter
fell into her hands,

“80 that's where he spende his
time!" she thought, with curling lip,

When bhe came back In a panle for
the lost letter, her indifference al-
lowed her to feign ignorance.

“Did 1 see a letter, Moniy?' she
puzzled. "It seems to me I did. |1
ean't think just where, Ull help you
look for it

"No—no, don't trouble, my dear, In-
deed T won't have vou ger up,” protest-
ed Montgomery Drager.

She rather enjoyed following him
from room to room, watching his an-
xlety Inorease, the perspiration start
ing on his puffy red face.

And, when she found the letter, she
him it playfully behind her,

“I'm going to read it," she said, "to
find out why you're so disturbed about
it

“No—no—no!" he objected. "It's
just a buriness letter, my dear, dry as
could be, T wouldn't let you bother
your pretty head over it. The reason
1 was anxious was that 1 stood to lose
. pot of money, if 1 couldn't have
found it. And I haven't forgotten that
there's a little lady who covets a sap
phire pin in a certain jJeweler's shop.
1N just mateh her eyes—her beauti-
ful eyes. I'm going to bave it sent to
her tomorrow.”

“Oh, Monty!"” exclaimed
passing him the letter.

The relief on his face, once he pos-
gesged the letter again, would have
bean apparent to a child. But his
wife held up her face to be kissed with
oyeds as free from suspiclon as a
baby's.

After he was gone, thoughts of the
sapphire pin and of the letter alter-
nated in her mind, The anticipation
of the one was not exceeded by the
anxiety as to the other.

The letter bespoke refinement and
education; the address was in n good
residential part of the city. What was
to hinder her from seeking the writer
out—aatisfying her euriosity once for
all—probing into the secret depths of
the other woman's life and heart?

The more she thought of it
more it appealed to her,

"I'l go, she declded at last,

After her perfumed bath, tae maid
arranged the masses of her yellow
hair and buttoned her into the blue
velvet suit. With hat to mateh, furs
and a bunch of vielets, she knew Lhe
picture that she made, even before
gshe turned to the mirror,

*Madame ees beautiful!™ said
maid, honestly. “Shall ! order
car?”

Her mistress hesituted for the frac-

Florence,

the

the
the

tion of & second, and then decided
neainst 1L
“No, not today, Elise. 1'll walk."
Though she hated walking, she

Enew It was the one Lthing that could
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give her the one thing that she lacked
—eolor.

She could reel it tingling in her [ace
as she walked. As she reached the
gtreet of her destination, ghe paused
and drew a little glass from her
purse, The brisk exercise had done
what she expected. The bright,
gulleless eyes of a child looked back
at her from the rose-tinted fnce. She
smiled back at the reflection.

Yet it was not without emotion she
climbed the stairs that led to the Oth.
er Woman's home, Her heart beal
faster than its wont; her eyes spark-
led; her thin lips curled. She had the
expression of the mischievous school
boy who proceeds to dismember the
frog.

She gave her card to a wooden-
fuced servant, who showed her into a
luminous room. She sank into a chalr
and waited,

Pregently she heard the rustle of
gilk, and the Other Woman stood be-
fore her. BShe was not beautiful, Flor-
ence decided In that first ecursory
glance, but even then something in the
face arrested her attention.

The Other Woman remained stand-
ing, as if she would shorten the Inter-
view. S8he held the card in her hand
and she spoke first.

“Mrs, Drager?" she agked.

Yes

"You wanted to see me,”" began the
Other Woman. “Why?"

Into the eves of Florence flashed a
light not plessant. Her mouth set in
disngreenble lines,

"Well, I found a letler of yours in
my husband's coat. 1 thought, per
haps & call from the wife was usual in
such a case”

“No," sald the Other Woman, grave
ly, "It Is not usual; nor is It wise,”

Florence flushed.

“Now that I am here I hope you'll
angwer my questions. 1 won't detain
yvou for any length of time, How long
have you known my husband?”

“Four years”

So long? You knew him, then, a
vear before he met me, Why didn't
you marry him?"

Now It was the Other Woman who
flushed—cheeks, brow and bosom. And
Florence saw that she was beautiful
with a beauty in which art had no
part; a beauty before which her own
blonde pretiiness paled and faded into
insignificance. She felt her anger ris
ing. Her tiny foot tapped the heavy
earpet impatiently,

“Why?" she repeated, pressing
question home, “Wouldn't he
you?"

The color of the Other Woman fad-
ed. Her [ace was again an impassive
mask.

“There was no question of marriage
between us, We were good (riends,
that is all,, And shortly aflerward he
met and purchased you"

“Purchased me!"

“Why, surely,” answered the other.
“The price was high—name, fortune,
everything. And for what? A woman
who had no heart to give him, who ac-
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capted all and réturned nothing.
the price was high.”

Florence was oul of her chalr now
eyves flashing, cheeks nflame.

“How 'dare you?"” she cried. “How

dare you say such things lo me—n
lawflul wedded wife?”

Yeod,

“Why?" queried the Other Woman,
In even tones, “why do I dare? Be
cause it's true. Do you think a wo-
man who loved her husband would
have come as you have come today-—
with no wnger, no outraged wifehood
to excuse her? Come to taunt, to spy,
to cast her seocurity and opulence in
my face? Let us at least be honest
with each other, since you have fore-
ed yourself in here. As | sald, you
were bought, Any woman who mar-
ries a man with no love to give him is
bought. And however ltlle he has to
offer for her, the price is high, and
he Is worsted in the bargain™

Florence had come to awe, and been
awed in her turn. She shrank as the
truth of the words struck home, She
moved her dry lips before words came.
But ghe stabbed viclously when she
spole,

“I will go,” she sald. “Monty would
be shocked If he knew 1 had been in
your company even so short a time.”
She shuddered as she turned. “I'm
glad to be able to go outl where hon-
est women are—away from this hor-
rible, horrible place!”

The tone of the other woman was
atill even and courteous.

“Yes, you can go. Bul you'll never
forget that you belong here! thot you
are one of us, you seller of love'"—
‘The International.

1
UNCLE SAM'S COMMANDMENTS

RESIDENT WILSON has signed
a bill wh'ch takes its place in
higtory us the most Hiboeral leg-
Isiatlon In  proiection of o nation's

fighters aver known. It s good
enough, strong enough to be called
the National Ten Commandments,

and s, In effect thus:

Thou shalt not eviet, for non-pay-
ment of rent, a soldfer's dependents,
under penalty of $10,000 fine,

Thou shalt not eut off a soldler's
1ife insurance because of delayed pre-
miums,

Thou shalt not foreclose a mort-
gage on a soldier's property.

Thou shalt not tuke away n soldier's
home on which he hng made part pay-
ment.

Thou shalt not sell & soldier's prop-
erty because of his fallure to puy the
taxes, national, state of local,

Thou shalt not settle a law suit
agninst a soldler during his absenco.

If a soldier sue, the courls shall
postpone action until he can attend
to it,

If a soldler have a mine, or timber
or farm claim, pssessments on which
are overdue, it shall be held for him.

Honor thy soldier and thy sullor,
that thy days may be long in the land
of Liberty,

No muan has greater love than he
that offereth his life for the world's
sake and it is commanded that neith-
er lawyers, nor the loan shiarks, nor
the gatherers of tithes shall fatten on
him,

Congress is content to cull this bill
the civil rights bill. It's the divine
rights blll.—Medford Mail Tribune,
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